
THE CREATOR OF JANE 



This style promises to be all the rage this summer — that is, if we 
get any summer. (I mean the hat.) It's just the thing for the long, 
hot, sunny days. 

Cool and shady, it covers a large area, or, at any rate, as large an 
area as any reasonable person would demand. If you observe it closely 
(observe it closely, please!) you will notice that though plain and 
unadorned to the point of simplicity, without any unnecessary frills, 
furbelows and what- have -you, it boasts a seductive, not to say voluptu- 
ous curve ; in fact, more than one. 

It is nicely rounded and— by the way— are you still looking at the 
hat ? If you are, you must he mad on hats, or a mad hatter or something 

Even the dog's tongue is hanging out, but that may be because of 
the heat. 




The most sensational case in my career (said Detective Inspector 
Tom Hawke, C.I.D.) was one [ shali always remember as the Body in 
the Bath— although in the official records it's filed under the name of 
Black Bruno. 

It was a lovely Body. We policemen don't often find one like that, 
in a bath or elsewhere . ... but I must tell you about it. 

I'd been after this character— Bruno, I mean— for months. He 
was a thoroughly bad type, who'd earned his black name by being 
mixed up in a traffic that's known as White. Now 1 was on his track at 
last. I'd discovered, through roundabout means, that he was thick with 
a show-girl who was supposed to help him select his victims. Trouble 
was I didn't know which show-girl ! Once I'd got her I'd got him, but 
that was no easy task in a city like this, and if it hadn't been for the 
Body— Did I mention that before ? I did. Well, I'll get on. 

One night, after I'd done the round of the shows and was no nearer 
locating this dame, I went home and flung myself wearily down on the 
sofa. I was so dispirited that I hardly bothered to glance across the way 
to see if the girl in the opposite flat was retiring to bed. I usually knew, 
because she rarely took the trouble to draw her curtains, and, as a police 
officer, it was my duty to keep my eyes open. Besides, she was a person- 
able poppet .... 

This night I'd had my fill of lovelies, and I shouldn't have looked 
twice at her window if it hadn't suddenly struck me that it was open, 
and the Body — I mean the girl — was hanging half out of it, yelling ! 

She was in such a state that she didn't seem to notice that her 
peignoir was open too, and even at that dim hour, I could see she was 

" Can you come across to my flat, quickly ? " she cried, with a 
sort of subdued urgency. " There's a Body in my Bath ! " 

" It ought to be yours, by the look of you," I answered sourly. 

She withdrew into her fluffy gown. " But he's dead ! " she wailed. 
" There's a hole in the middle of his forehead ! " 



" Why don't you call the police — ? — " I began grimly. 
" I'm a show-girl, I don't want a scandal ! " She glanced anxiously 
down into the little court that separated our buildings, as if fearful 
that this curious nocturnal conversation might be overheard. " Please ! 
I thought you'd help ! " 

" So you're a show-girl ? And there's a hole in his nut ? " I 
suddenly remembered something I'd heard about Black Bruno— a 
scar — just above his eyes. " Hang on ! I'll be right over ! " 

Could it be possible thar the guy I'd been hunting round the 
theatres for months was living with his female accomplice almost on 
my own doorstep ? I was soon to find out. 

" Why pick on me to get you out of this jam ? " I asked suspiciously, 
as she opened her door to me. 

" Because your window's just opposite my bedroom." She coloured. 
" And I've often noticed you— watching me." Long, black lashes 
swept her damask cheeks. She was a blonde, and seemed to have every- 
thing, but this time it was all tucked away beneath her dressing gown. 
" Please tell me what I'm to do." 

" Well, you've come to the right shop," I told her briskly. " I am 
the police. Inspector Hawkc, at your service." 

" Oh, no ! " Her hands came instinctively up against my chest, 
as if to bar my way. " You'd better not come in ! I — " 

" It's a bit late now," said I, brushing past her into the main room 
of her place. " Show me this body. In the bath, did you say ? " 

Her brief resistance collapsed. She led me into a little tiled bath- 
room opening off the lounge. It had a curious smell. There was ceriainly 
a bath there" half full of water, the rest of which had slopped all over 
the floor. But it was un- 
occupied. No Body. (Yes, 
I know about the title of 
this story. We'll come 
to that later.) 

Her hand flew to her 
mouth to suppress a little 
scream. " It was there ! 
I swear it!" she panted. 
"I'd come back from the 
theatre, turned on the 
taps, undressed in my 
bedroom, and when I 
returned, there he— it — 
was, lying half submerged, 
with his eyes shut and 
Ids mouth open ! " She 
gave a swift, dramatic 
representation of the vic- 
tim — and I had to check 
an insane impulse to kiss 
her parted lips. " I ran 
back to my bedroom at 
once and called for you!" 




" Hardly time for the Body to get up and walk out, was it ? 
commented drily. " Besides, your front door was shut. I must say 
you're a good actress ! " 

She flushed. " I'm not really an actress. I'm a nude in a musical. 
She mentioned about the only show— an obscure suburban one — I 
hadn't seen ! 



" Name ? " I had rr 
manner. " Nuda Verity. 
' That will be your s 



Bin - 



tebook out now, in my best professional 
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You go back to your bedroom and put on something decent." I took her 
gently by the shouders. " While I look for clues. Then you can give 
a full statement for the station." 

She seemed about to resist again, thought better of it and pattered 
out in her little apricot mules. 

I stooped to examine the bath. The water was greenish, from sot 

sort of bath salts, but not strong enough to conceal the colour of blood, 
if there had been any. The smell was unpleasant — sweet, but 
fragrant .... Suddenly I grabbed the geyser .... 

At that moment the bathroom door closed behind me and there was 
the click of a key turning in the lock — on the outside ! 

I didn't waste time rattling the handle or shouting. I turned my 
attention to the geyser. It was not that the tap had been turned on. 
The whole joint had been unscrewed and removed, and the gas was 
seeping into the little room, filling it, overpowering me with its sickly 
smell. The window was tightly shut and somebody had locked me in ! 

It all seemed as plain as a pikestaff, 
who helped him in his nefarious activit 
among the show-people. I had just walked into a trap. 

But I wasn't going to sit down and be quietly suffocated so that 
the coroner could bring in a verdict of " Accidental death— while 
helping to mend a lady's geyser." 

I sprang up on Che window- 
ledge, upsetting a cataract of cos- 
metics, and forced up the catch. In 
a few moments I found myself in the 
fresh air, clinging dizzily to the 
coping of the wall, unhealthily high 
above the ground, but just next to 
Nuda's bedroom window. And this, 
providentially, was still open. 

At the peril of my neck I gained 
her window and peered in. 

She had started to dress, and 
had got as far as black lace panties 
and brassiere, when it seemed to 
have occurred to her to burn some 
letters. Some were already in ashes 
on the floor ; she was applying a 
match to another. 
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In one bound I was inside 
the room and had snatched 
the scorched fragment from 
her hand. I had only to glance 
at a few phrases, " Nuda 

darling be reasonable .... 

most girls love the life in Rio 
.... Bruno . . . . " 

" So that's why you lured 
me into your parlour?" I said 
bitterly. " You thought it was 
time to stop my enquiries into 
your nasty little racket with 
Black Bruno, eh ? " 

" Oh, no, you musn't 
think that ! " A hurt look 
came into her eyes, almost as 
if I had struck her. " I didn't 
realise what he was after — 
at first. I thought he was 
just attracted. But then Myra 
disappeared, and when he said 
he'd fixed a tour in South 

America for me and some of the girls, I suddenly understood his 
game, and broke with him. In fact, I let him know I was going to 
report him. That's why I was so scared to find him dead, in my flat, 
just after our row. You must see that." 

" I might — if you hadn't locked me in your fatal bathroom and tried 
to gas me ! " 

" Locked you in — ? — Gas ? " Her wide, uncomprehending 
stare would have convinced a jury of old maids. " When ? " 

" Just now, Miss Verity " I said, accenting the name. " Come and 
see for yourself," and taking her iirmly by the elbow, I led her into the 
lounge. As we crossed to the bathroom door, I noticed a damp trail 
leading from it to a curtained alcove— one of those hanging wardrobes— 
in a corner. But I had no time to speculate, for at that moment, girlish 
voices were heard on the landing outside, and there was a penetrating 
ring at her door. We both stood as if paralysed, my hand on her arm, 
and I think that was the first time either of us realised that she was in 
her undies ! 

" Hi-ya, Nuda ! Are you in ? " The letter-box was lifted and 
feminine accents floated breezily through. " It's us— the Girls ! Open 
up, old thing ! " 

Nuda looked wildly at me as if in appeal. I nodded. " Let 'em 
all come," I whispered, and, releasing her elbow, sped across to the 
hanging wardrobe to conceal myself within. 

I was instantly conscious of two most disturbing, unexpected 
phenomena— the unpleasant proximity of a wet body, and the still 
more startling jab of cold steel in my ribs. " Keep quiet ! " rasped a 




masculine voice. " This auto- 
matic's liable to go off! " An 
odour of stale whiskey accom- 
panied the threat. 

At the same time, the flat 
door was opened to admit an 
influx of shrill, chattering 
feminity. " Thank goodness 
she's alive ! " — "Are you alone, 
bid girl?"—" Isn't he here?" 

"Of — of course I'm 
alone/' I head Nuda stam- 
mer, but the lie seemed to 
come with less conviction than 
those she had told me. " And 
who's he?" 

" Bruno, of course, darling. It was his party— after the show— 
the one you wouldn't come to ! He got so mad at you— and he was 
pretty tight when he left— that he said he was going to kill you ! " 

" Gladys swore there was a gun sticking out of his pocket ! " 




didn : 



' Nora thought it was a hip-flask ; but when he left us flat, and 
t come back, we got the wind up. Sure you're all right ? " 



" Of course I'm all right," said Nuda 
in a steadier voice. " It's sweet of you to 
worry about me, girls, but I'm rather tired. 
I was just turning in." 

" Oh, then, we'll go. Isn't there a smell 
of gas round here ? " 

"Yes. It's a leak. I'll turn it off at the 
main. 'Night, girls." 

I heard the show-girls depart, the door 
close after them. Nuda was stooping to 
fiddle with a little gas-meter behind it when 
I emerged from the curtains, my hands 
raised ingloriously above my head and the 
moist companion of my concealment shoving 
a gun in my back. 

She straightened up with a terrified 
shriek of : "Bruno! "and [ swivelled my 
head to confront a dark, evil face with a 
deep scar dinting the forehead. 

" No tricks ! " growled Black Bruno. 
" Move over to her— take her in your arms 
—and both face me ! " 

I obeyed, more to comfort Nuda than 
from any thought of surrender; and she 
came softly, trembling, into my arms as if 
she belonged there. 




" I might have been drunk when I bust into the flat to settle 
accounts with you, my girl," he went on in the same menacing tone, 
" but I'm not now. I guess that tumble into your blasted bath sobered 
me up ! 1 meant to leave you to soak— and suffocate — but I slipped 
while I was removing that joint. And maybe it was all for the best. 
You calling your flatfooted friend here gave me the chance to nip out 
and across to the cupboard. Then I thought I'd got him instead— but 
luck was still on my side. I've got you both together now ! " 

" Why arc you telling us all this ? " I asked, to gain time. 

" Just to let you know I've outwitted you, Mr. Detective. You're 
going to die in each other's arms. It can be a suicide pact or a shooting 
match. I'll leave the gun behind and let the coroner work it out for 
himself ! " 

He lifted the pistol ; and at the same instant, Nuda burst from my 
arms and flung herself between us. With a cold thrill, I saw the muzzle 
pressed againsr her bare stomach, and heard the click of the mechanism. 

" To hell with that bath of yours ! " Bruno screamed. " The 
water's got in the works ! " and he came at me with the butt of the useless 
weapon raised for a blow. But I gave him a clip on the jaw that put 
him out .... 

" Well, that about closes the case," I said, panting slightly. " But 
you shouldn't have rushed him, Nuda, dear. The gun might have 
worked." 

" I did it to save you," she said, clinging to me again. " I got 
you into this ! " 

" And I'm going to get you out of it, if I can," I promised, petting 
her a bit. " There are enough charges against him without mentioning 
this little incident. And you can go safely to bed while I can him round 
to the station." 

I'd got him as far as the door, handcuffed, when Nuda came to me 
again. " I couldn't sleep here— alone— after all this," she confessed. 
" I should have nightmares ! " 

I gave her a spare key of my flat. " This is to show I trust you now, 
Nuda, and you can trust me. Nip across and tuck yourself up m my 
bed. Make yourself at home. If I get back from the station to-night, 
I'll doss in the bath." 

And that, really, is why I always remember this as the Case of the 
Body in the Bath. I got away from the station quicker than I had 
expected, and, being a perfect gentleman, 1 lugged a whole heap of 
pillows and blankets into the bathroom to make up a bed for myself. 
But Nuda had remembered that she had never had her bath after all, 
and she was in it. And, when you consider her profession, it was rather 
odd of her to throw the sponge at me and slap my face ! 
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Mr. IVabody, of Peabotfy, 
Pinhcad and Pcabody, Solicitors, 
cleared his throat. " And the 
Ahkooiid, after making provision 
for his— ah — wives and children, 
leaves you the sum of .^0,000 
rupees, to be paid, in cash, im- 
mediately." 

" Oh goody ! " exclaimed Digby Garden. " That should help me 
run my little country cottage while I'm crossing carnations ! " 

" I doubt it, Mr. Garden," said the solicitor, drily. " Since the 
annexation of Ikhabad by Pakistan, the value of the Ikhabad rupee has 
fallen considerably, and the exact figure that I am authorised to hand over 
to you amounts to five pounds, sixteen shillings and fourpence." 

Digby's ingenuous young face fell. " And is that all I get for 
sweating for five years in that climate as the Ahkoond's aide-de-camp 
and Master of the Revels ? " he demanded ruefully. 

" No, thai is not all." The will crackled encouragingly in Mr. 
IV a body's lingers. " In addition to the cash bequest, you gel an embossed 
camel-saddle — the silver of which I regret to say has long been melted 
down by the Commander of the Ahkoond's Camel Corps — three 
Cashmere rugs, slightly moth-eaten, a silk cushion, a hookah and four 
dancing girls." 

" Four dancing girls ? I sayi that's better ! " said Digby, brighten- 
ing. " Or is it ? " He grew thoughtful. " I'm not in Ikhabad now, and 
they're going to look a bit out of place in England — especially the rather 
prim little village where I live ! And how on earth can I afford 'em ? " 

" The situation is not so bad as you imagine," went on the man 
of law. " They have not all arrived with the other items of your legacy. 
One of them — I think it was Passion- Flower — bolted with the Com- 
mander of the Camel Corps the day after the Ahkoond's demise; 
another was accidentally included in his funeral pyre ; and a third — 
Less-than-the-Dust, I believe —married one of the ship's stewards on 
the passage over. But the fourth— a rather attractive little piece called 



Kiss-me-to-death- Beloved — got here safely, and now awaits your 
collection in my ante-room." 

He arose to throw open a door while he was speaking, and Digby's 
eyes were dazzled by a slender, graceful figure draped, from the bridge 
of her little nose downwards, in a flow ing silken yashmak, and little else. 

" But — good Heavens !— is this all she has got on ? " he gasped, 
reeling in his chair. " I can sec practically everything except her face ! 
How on earth can I take her to Little Crotchets like this ? " 

" I had anticipated that difficulty, Mr. Garden," said the solicitor, 
smoothly, " and have provided a voluminous, but I hope stylish mackin- 
tosh which should cover all — ah — eventualities. It will cost you the 
trifling sum of — hum — five pounds, sixteen shillings and fourpence." 

" There goes my legacy ! " lamented the unfortunate young man. 
" This is too much ! I lead a ijuict, unobtrusive life in Little Crotchets, 
lending my carnations. I'm almost a recluse. What can I do with her ? 
What can she do for me ? " 

Kiss-me-to-death-Bcloved glided sinuously towards him. " I can 
dance for my lord," she said in soft, melodious accents, and swayed 
into a slow, rhythmic movement, turning round several times before 
him to display her hips. It was not a dance in which the feet played 
much part. 

" No, you can't ! " shouted Digby, hastily averting his eyes. " I 
saw enough dances while I was in Ikhabad to last me a lifetime ! I'm 
concentrating on flowers these days." 

" She might cook for you, and look after your house," suggested 
Mr. Peabody, doubtfully. " After all, you're a bachelor." 

The girl touched the lino with her white forehead. " Kiss-me-to- 
death-Belovcd is your Slave. Command, and she will obey." 

" You'll have to take her, you know," shrugged the lawyer. " Can't 
give the lass her marching orders. She's got nowhere else to go." 

Digby mopped his brow, 
and thought it over. " Get up 
off the floor, girl," he said at 
last, and clapped his hands 
from old force of habit. " First 
thing, we'll have to change 
your name. It sounds like a 
motto on one of those sailor- 
hats you buy at the seaside. 
Kismet might serve." 

" Kismet hears her fate, 
O lord," responded the obedi- 

Digby glanced sharply at 
her. " Then you can drop the 
wisecracks. Call me 'sir,' see? 
Not so much of this slave and 
my lord business. They wouldn't 
understand it in Little Crotchets. 
Can you cook? " 




" I can dance better, my — sir." 

" No, don't start that again ! " He checked her in the middle of 
a wriggle by raising his hand. " You'll have to learn— to cook. And 
to dust. And sweep. And make beds. Beds," he added, with emphasis. 
You'll sleep in the little attic under the eaves. I need the spare room for 
guests." Another thought struck him. " I hope we don't have any, 
but if we should you're my housekeeper, understand ? " 

Kismet's great, lustrous eyes worshipped him over her yashmak. 
" Well, I'm glad everything's settled satisfactorily, Mr. Garden," 
said the solicitor, rubbing his hands. " It might have been much worse, 
you know. Camels, or a couple of eunuchs from the harem. There's 
a taxi outside, and with this mackintosh—" he threw the vast garment 
gallantly over her shoulders, trying to steal a peep at the hidden face — 
" you should be able to get the lady— and, ah, the other effects— to 
the station without occasioning much remark." 

" Yes, I'd forgotten the camel-saddle," muttered Digby. 
"Your servant will bear your burdens, sir!" cried Kismet, 
eagerly, and began piling the saddle, the rugs, and the cushion on top 
of her dark, shapely head. 

" No you don't ! I'll carry the heavy stuff myself," cried Digby 
quicklv. " We don't want to look like Stanley's expedition into Central 
Africa ! You can bear the hookah, if you like." 

He shook hands with Mr. Pcabody, ignoring that gentleman's 
env ious " Goodbye, you lucky young dog ! " and left the dingy London 
office, followed by his humble and half-obliterated dancing girl bearing 
the hookah like a sacred relic before her. 

In the cab, Digby invited her to open the mackintosh, if she was 
feeling the heal, and gazed with more approval on his shapely legacy. 

" Not so bad ! " he 
murmured. " Now 
we're free of that lech- 
erous old lawyer, let's 
have your yashmak off 
and see your face, my 
dear ! " 

The girl lowered 
her enormous eyes, and 
a blush mounted to The 
pale crescent of her 
brow. " Oh, no, my 
lord, that is one thing 
that I dare not permit !" 
she whispered. " We 
are not married ! " 

" Well, I'm dam- 
ned ! " said Digby. 

It was not so bad 

—or good— as he had 
expected. Few people 




knew him In Little Crotchets, the remote country hamlet to which he 
had retired after leaving the Ahkoond's service, and the instalment of 
an exotic young housekeeper in his bachelor establishment was effected 
without giving rise to any embarrassing gossip. He declared rhc village 
out of bounds, preferring to do the shopping himself, and confined her 
to his own domain. This was fortunately fairlv extensive, including as 
it did, his garden, greenhouses (for crossing carnations), a paddock and 
an orchard. 

The problem of her unusual attire was more difficult. Kismet 
resisted every attempt to put her in a skirt and blouse, but at last agreed 
to a compromise by discarding her flowing and transparent drapery 
for an almost equally revealing Bikini. Her modesty would not permit 
her ro dispense with a yashmak, however. A brief triangle of silk now 
concealed the lower part of her face. This was probably regarded as a 
protection from sunburn by The postman and occasional tradesmen 
who caught tantalising glimpses of Mr. Garden's week end guest 
Hittering about the premises. It was, providentially, a hot summer. 

Although disposed to harp on her terpsichorean talent, the young 
dancing girl rapidly serried down into a fairly efficient housewife. She 
did all the chores as capably as any char, and with a flattering servility 
not usually found among that sisterhood. 

In fact, Digby was so pleased with her innocent efforrs to oblige 
that he sometimes rewarded her by indulging her passion to dance for 
him. On these occasions, he either sat astride the camel-saddle on the 
lawn, or reclined on the cushion and morh-eaten Cashmere rugs, 
dreamily puffing his hookah, while she wriggled and shimmied away 
to her heart's content. 

A clap of the hands would either bring on the dancing girl, or 
dismiss her — as it would elicit almost any other service from her, apart 
from removing her yashmak. 




This pleasant stale of affairs went 
on for some time, while Digby 
industriously experimented with his 
carnations, and Kismet waited on 
liira hand and foot. He grew more 
than fond of her; she had become 
indispensable to him. Then the 
blow fell. 

He was thumbing through a 
nurseryman's catalogue in his study 
when he suddenly saw his Mother 
advancing formidably up the garden 
path ! 

Mrs. Garden rarely left her town 
fiat to visit her son, but when she 
did so, il was invariably to advise him 
to marry and settle down. 

Digby hastily clapped his hands. 
" Go down to the orchard and stay 
there until I clap again ! " he com- 
manded, and as the obedient girl 
fled, he sallied forth to meet his 
Mother. 

" I was so pleased to hear about your legacy from Mr, Peabody," 
she was soon saying. " Quite a little nest-egg, wasn't it ? " 
" Well, it helps," admitted Digby guardedly. 

" Now you've got some money of your own, you should really 
think about matrimony, dear." Here it was again— but she had plainly 
heard norhing of Kismet. " It's not right for you to live here all on 
your own, working ;nvay without the comfort of a wife." 

" Oh, I manage, Mother. I'm not the marrying type, you know." 

" So you always say, and I must admit you keep your house very 
neat and tidy for a bachelor. But all the same it's not healthy, dear. 
You need a nice domesticated girl to look after you. And I've found 
the very one ! I feel you must meet her, so I've invited Mrs. Graham 
and her daughter Kathleen to stay here for a week-end with you. 
Kathleen's a wonderful little manager, and—" 

" What ? " Digby almost shrieked. " You've invited them to my 
house ? You mean you two old match-makers have planted this on 
me ! I don't even know her, and I hate managing girls. Besides, 
what about Kismet? " 

" Kismet ? " 

" My new hybrid," Digby invented wildly. " Sort of flesh tint, 
with black markings like eyes. I'm calling it Kismet." 

" I'm sure Kathleen won't interfere with your work, dear. She'll 
be most interested. And if you don't take to her, you need not pursue 
the acquaintance. After all, it's only for a week-end . . . . " 




It's only for a week-end," Digbv found himself explaining to 
Kismet a few hours later, when his clap had brought her eagerly to 
his side. " You'll just have to camp out in that tent down in the orchard 
until these blasted females are out of the house. I'll keep 'em up this 
end." But the girl had fallen strangely silent .... 

And on the morning of the fatal week-end, when he went down to 
give her a final warning to make herself scarce, he found she had actually 
disappeared. She had gone— without even troubling to erect the tent 
as a blind ! 

He was so distracted that when his Mother brought the Grahams 
along he could hardly meet their eyes. Mrs. Graham was a stout, 
middle-aged lady, and Kathleen was a slender young one, and that was 
about all he noticed. He showed them round the house and grounds in 
a sort of trance ; he even took them down to the orchard in a defiant 
hope that he would catch a glimpse of a shy, sunburnt figure lurking 
among the trees ; but in vain. 

He was relieved when the ladies complained of the heat, and his 
Mother and Mrs. Graham retired into the lounge, while Kathleen 
begged leave to change into something cooler. 

" I've only just come back from a holiday, you know," she ex- 
plained apologetically, " and I've got so used to gointr around in bathing 

kit ! " 

Digby wandered out into the garden, paced through his greenhouses, 
revisited the desolate orchard, and returned — to find Kiss-me-to-death- 
Beloved, in her original Ikhabad costume, blissfully pracrising one of 
her most voluptuous dances on the lawn ! 

" Kismet — darling ! Where on earth have you been ? " He almost 
rushed at her. " You must go ! You musn't be seen here ! " 

" Why not ? I'm your guest for the week-end, aren't I ? " The 
voice was different under the yashmak, yet strangely similar. 

" What do you mean ? Who are you ? " he demanded wildly. 

" I'm Kathleen Graham, of course," was the sweet reply, " I felt 
like you about this match-making stunt which my mother and yours 
were hatching between 'em. So when I heard about your legacy 1 
persuaded that old darling Peabody to add me to the Ahkoond's bequests. 
I wanted to find out what you were like in your natural habitat before 
I came here as your guest. Mother thought I was on holiday while I 
was abasing myself before you. And I found my Lord agreeable in the 
eyes of his slave. How did your willing little dancing girl appeal 
to ww?" 

Digby's answer was to lift the yashmak from her face. " I don't 
care if we're nor married— j><'/," he said, and his lips found hers .... 

At that moment, the two scandalised mothers came hurrying out. 
They felt that their march-making schemes were progressing too 
quickly, and too far. 



THE SPECTRUM 

A Lecture on the Primary Colours 
By Professor Peep 

The colours of the spectrum are red, orange, yellow, green, 
blue and violet and these two young ladies have kindly consented to 
exhibit them for the purposes of this lecture, gentlemen. 

Gentlemen prefer blondes, but if you're no gentlemen the 
redhead on your right may be your cup of tea. 

Tea is a healthy 
beverage, and the tea-rose 
reminds me that I'm 
having tea with Rose 
(that's the blonde in the 
flowery kimono). The 
rose is red, the violet 
blue, and the grass is 
green and so are you. 
Well, if you're not gcing 
to listen you'd better 

look The ladies will 

now step down from the 
platform and — please, 
gentlemen, don't rush ! 
Mind my spectrum— I 
I mean spectacles 
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